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sweep of Skiddaw or the Scottish hills. Her lips
moved; her thin pale hands beat together a Httle
on her lap. She was in no way deranged. Any
question asked of her she answered sharply and
with a certain shivering impatience.

She allowed Deborah to chatter to her for so
long as she would, and Deborah flattered herself
that but for her jolly brightness and good-nature
the house would fall into ruins. But Deborah
also abandoned everything to Francis, She paid
visits with increasing avidity among the neigh-
bours* She was a great player of cards* a passion-
ate gossip, surely a destined old maid. But
Destiny does not always work to pattern*

Francis behaved to his mother with unfaltering
courtesy and an unflinching patience. But it
seemed to him that life could not continue for
very much longer Hke this, II is real life was
imprisoned within him Hke a fire within an ivory
bowL The bowl would crack, and the fire burn
the hand that held it

He was thirty-two. His life was passing*
And a day came when his endurance broke.

In the evening he sat opposite his mother in
the China Room, while a thin coal fire whJspered
grumpily between them* The curtains, with their
stamped pagodas and blue tilted bridges, were
drawn* A small King Charles spaniel bitch lay
at Francis* feet* He realised quite suddenly, with
that premonition of coming events, always his
special gift* that some crisis was approaching*
Everything in the room seemed to share his
knowledge*